IN   SEARCH   OF   SNOW	215
moon in her chariot of pearl, I must talk no more, else
I shall only howl with sentiment and blot this page with
a blur of romantic tears.
This same unkind FSbn prevented me from going up
on the railway to Jungfraujoch, which is over 11,000 feet
up. It is the highest railway point in Europe, and I
should imagine the highest hotel stands there, too. From
it on a clear day you can see the Black Forest in Germany,
the Vosges mountains in France, and right down almost
to the Italian lakes. The height may make your head sing
considerably, but by continual swallowing and careful
breathing one can eliminate much of such unpleasantness.
If you are an expert skier you can go down from there
about twenty-five miles along the great Aletsch Glacier
to Brigue. You must guard against avalanches, especially
when this miserable Fohn blows. It is warm, causes the
snow to break up, and is remarkably dangerous.
The railway from Interlaken to Zurich passes through
the capital of the country, Berne, a town more often
seen by visitors from the inside of the railway station
than from the outside. It is a fine city of the university
type, I should say rather like Heidelberg in character, a
town with which I am well conversant, having motored
through it once, whereas I have only been through Berne
in the train.
This tour might be named, in terms of the great Liszt:
f( Annies de Pelerinage—troisieme anme—Italie et Suisse";
it is perhaps a coincidence that I am following the
exact route which he took about eighty years ago.
Liszt stayed at the famous Baur-au-Lac Hotel in Zurich,
and went on, as I shall presently, by the Lake of Wallen-
stadt gradually down to Milan. I do not expect that
he stopped at St. Moritz; one could hardly imagine

